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" I must see him now/'

The watchman opened the gate a trifle, and repeated:
" Please come in the morning/'

' I am not a patient.   I come on a different mission."

The watchman stared at my hooded head.

" Who are you ? " he asked.

" Rambam, your master, makes no distinction between
poor and rich, water-carrier and rajah. He calls each man
the child of God, and treats even beasts with love. Well,
then, what does it matter who I am ? "

The watchman remained undecided.

" Go tell your master, I pray you, that a man who seeks
himself is at the gate/'

Perplexed by my strange words, and unable to decide for
himself, the watchman locked the gate and stalked away.

A few moments later the gate swung open,

" The master asks you to enter.   He will see you at once/'

The lantern which the watchman swung gathered many
shadows but spread little light.

I was shown into a room, bare of all things save manuscripts
and books and scrolls from many lands.

" My master will be here presently/' the watchman said,
and left.

The flickering torch hanging from the ceiling illumined the
face of the physician. What was there in the white beard
which spread over his chest, in his eyes, black and keen, in
his gait, proud, but not overbearing, in his nose, strong but
kindly, in his skin, bronzed and smooth, that arrested my
attention, that annihilated the present ? I breathed deeply.
A strong, manly, yet gentle scent emanated from his body,
wrapped in a white woollen robe.

" Sholem Alechim," Maimonides said, placing his hand
upon his chest.

His voice was a magic carpet that swung me back a thousand
years and ten thousand leagues*